I Hope You Know This Means War °*" 


A gray-mama-squirrel adopted my backyard with me as caretaker, a year or so 
back. She is a mama-squirrel as evidenced by the large six teats the old gal displays 
when standing upon her hind legs. I marvel at her resourcefulness and creativity when 
raiding the yard-bird feeder, among so many other things that she does while in the 
garden. Squirrels are very resourceful especially at getting something it wants. Recently, 
I bought a new plastic bird feeder, to replace the old one of redwood, and installed it, 
which she found no problem in raiding. What upset me was her damage to it by chewing 
the plastic gaining easier access to the contents for her dining enjoyment, and for 
scattering ten pounds of feed onto the ground digging out her favorite tasty bits only. 
Upon discovery, I muttered the infamous words of a childhood cartoon character, Bugs 
Bunny, “I hope you know this means WAR, Ms. squirrel!” My first impulse was to 
dispatch her and end the matter straightway. Nevertheless, taking life is not my forte; 
therefore, after calming down, I decided to find a more civil means of a mutual 
resolution. Thence, the answer came after observing her activities; it is amazing what 
one learns by just watching. I placed soda bottles on the pole to discourage her climbing 
it; greasing the post did no good but those soda bottles gave her suitable pause. She 
managed to jump from a nearby support onto the feeder top, so I moved it until finding a 
place out of reach that she could not aerially negotiate. Watch a squirrel’s tail to figure 
what it is thinking. Hers twitches with very-short-sharp-movements when she is bothered 
and stumped about a matter; in other words she was thinking about that feeder! Which is 
more than most people that I know do in similar problem solving circumstances. She is 
very resourceful and still working on the problem, but as of this writing Ms. Squirrel has 
not yet managed to re-compromise the backyard-bird feeder; this is to the satisfaction of 
the yard-bird life. You see when a squirrel or rat invades an area it leaves scent that 
frightens away birds. It seems these creatures do consume eggs and birds, when very 
hungry, making them predatory beings to smaller fowl, which is one more indication that 
something is scaring away birds from a feeder. Therefore, to compensate, I leave tasty 
bits of corn, crackers and such on a fence post adjacent to the feeder for mama-squirrel’s 
enjoyment, which seems to placate her enough. I did have a scare though. This week 
while driving home, I observed a dead squirrel on my street that lost a battle against an 
automobile. Sadly, wild life never wins in those affairs — ever. I picked up the 
unfortunate creature thinking it was my lady-squirrel but discovered she was not. The 
being was a brand-new, young female; so, I brought her home for a proper burial. While 
driving home, the thought occurred — what if this creature is only stunned and wakes up 
in my car. My! What an experience that would be, but fortunately the animal was 
dispatched for good. I gave her a proper burial in my garden for rebirth as new life as 
everything in this realm demands. I was properly relieved this poor animal was not the 
squirrel that adopted my little square of property for its habitat. A daughter of the mother 
that claims this spot, perhaps? The mama-squirrel still frequents my garden, and I 
observe her clever ways when doing so. We now coexist within mutual respect of each 
ones limitations and territory with the bird life that graces the garden. Too bad humans 
do not observe the same coexistent covenants as the civil creatures that live among us. 


